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This is some particular issue within this project that continues to grow thanks to the hard work and 
dedication of committed and determined individualists. We collect some of the reflections that illuminate the 
more "spiritual" side of the Tendency, along with others that talk about Wild Nature, our bond with her 
among other things. 

We included the texts named “Halputta” by Bowlegs, “The fierce manifestation of Wild Nature” taken from 
Nomen Nescio, “It is time to kiss the land again” taken from the blog “Desde el instinto” and the “Short 
reflections of a winter walk” by Shaughnessy. As well as four texts by Abe Cabrera together with another 
article translated from the last issue of Revista Regresión named “The seris, the eco-extremists and the 
nahualism”. 
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Halputta 


The alligator is a nocturnal hunter. Most of the day, it can be seen with its head barely above water, resting. But when the sun goes 
down, it begins to hunt. It hunts indiscriminately, almost like “a machine” as some would foolishly say. This is a mistake: its 
powerful jaws that can easily snap off a limb or two, a tail that moves it swiftly through the water towards its prey, its powerful 
claws that move it about on land, all of these are the power of Nature. If it sees something moving close to shore, it stalks it, 
attacks it, bites it, and takes it down into the water to drown it. Finally, it eats. This is done little realizing what its prey is, and 
maybe subsequently it realizes that it’s not that tasty, so it abandons it. But attack is a certainty. It bites first and then asks whether 
it wants to consume the prey. The alligator is merely being what it is, it cannot be otherwise. All of the reasoning in the world 
could not change that. 

The ancient peoples who lived along the waters of the alligator knew them well. They revered them, they were the lords of the 
water. The hyper-civilized, in their pride and ignorance, pretend that Nature will always bend to their will. They are thus often 
careless, they feel safe, but Nature then attacks once again. 

The most recent example of this occurred in the “Magic Kingdom,” in what is now known as the state of Florida in the United 
States. A family from Nebraska, a landlocked state, decided to let their child of two years play on the shore of a lagoon near the 
hotel at around 9 o’clock in the evening. Of course, the alligators were hunting at the time, and this time it was the toddler”s turn to 
be the prey. The father saw the alligator grab the child and fought the alligator, but in the end he could do nothing. The alligator 
took the boy and didn’t even eat him. He left him in the water, drowned and dead, a tragedy for the family from the Midwest that 
was on vacation at Disney World with their child. The civilized authorities, out of vengeance disguised as “security,” killed one 
alligator after another searching for the guilty party, the criminal, the lawless animal that dared to follow its own uncivilized 
nature, come what may. They still don’t know if they caught the culprit. 

Every savage of that land knew that one should not be near the shore at that hour of the night. They respected the hour of the 
alligator, the puma, the bear, the snake, and the other animals that were the manifestation of the force and splendor of Nature, Life 
and Death, the Wild. This “innocent” family, however, didn’t. The “innocent” family thought that it was as if their son was in their 
bathtub at home, playing with his toys. It was a time of enjoyment and relaxation that turned into the hour of vengeance for 
Nature’s slavery. Thus, they paid the highest price a parent can pay: 

“And it came to pass, that at midnight the Lord smote all the firstborn in the land of Egypt, from the firstborn of Pharaoh that sat 
on his throne unto the firstborn of the captive that was in the dungeon...” 

The eco-extremist is also a manifestation of Nature, but not as perfect as the alligator, for sure. He is a rejected being, a poorly 
made dud of techno-industrial society. That’s why he doesn’t respect the laws of society, its schedule, its order. He attacks like the 
alligator and afterwards hides in the dark corners of the disgusting cities like the alligator hides in the waters of the swamp, always 
stalking. Above all, he is indiscriminate. When it’s the prey’s turn, that’s it, nothing can be done. It’s not that he doesn’t have “free 
will,” which is frankly a joke. Civilization offers no choice: it’s something that you have to accept completely under penalty of 
being classified as a delinquent, a criminal, or a pervert. Well, eco-extremism rejects the false choice offered by the techo- 
industrial system. The only choice eco-extremism offers to civilization is attack, arson, and death, even of “innocents”. 

May the hyper-civilized, even the most “progressive”, even the most “anti-authoritarian”, tremble; may they die of disgust when 
they think upon the indiscriminate acts of the eco-extremists. Like the alligator, eco-extremists can’t change. It is a question of 
hunt or be hunted: sometimes one ends up being one, sometimes the other. 


Take heart, it’s always been this way. 
Happy hunting. 


-Bowlegs = 
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The fierce manifestation of Wild Nature 


A series of forest fires have unleashed a real disaster in the lands of southern America, specifically in south-central Chile. The 
ferocious fires have not given any respite, so much so that they have spread for about four weeks, which have been quickly 
propagated due to the high temperatures, which have reached 40 degrees. 

This gigantic disaster has been cataloged as a historical event never before evidenced in that country, some say that it is an 
"apocalyptic disaster". 

The indiscriminate Wild Fire has swept away everything in its path; Forests, crops, animals, plants, insects, birds, houses, vehicles 
and ... happily, with some humans. 

At times the fire attacked entire villages, burning furiously all that was ahead. They calculate in thousands the houses that were 
completely burned, leaving in their owners homeless and in complete desolation. 

So much has been burned that the smoke has covered completely the sunny days, turning them into real cloudy days of winter. 

As expected the consequences have been tremendous, both for the Wild and for civilization. Millionaire monetary expenses in 
resources to try to fight the fire, with airplanes and machinery of last technology, that have tried in vain to extinguish the beautiful 
Fire. 


Because Fire is also Wild Nature (a few words about disaster) 

It is in this way that once again the Wild made its own, this time it was with the fury and violence of the indomitable fire. 

This forceful attack of the Wild against civilized life in particular fills me with joy. It fills me with joy to appreciate the misfortune 
it has left in its path. Glad to see the thousands of houses burned. I'm glad to see the terror of humans. I am glad to see them 
running in terror before the immensity of the Fire. And I rejoice over human deaths. 

I regret the native forests that have succumbed to the overwhelming force of the flames. I regret the death of wild animals, birds 
and insects. I know their bodies will join Earth by fertilizing it for the next generation of trees. All this I regret, know that they 
have died for something that is much bigger and more powerful than any being on earth. 

Knowing that not all his mega-machinery of giant aircraft has been able to appease the furious flames, it rejoices the soul! 
Knowing that the only one who has been able to quench the Fire has been the same Wild Nature: this time the Rain. With only a 
few moments of falling water did what no mega-plane could. This only reaffirms the majesty of the Earth, of how its cycles are 
omnipotent and impossible to avoid. Nothing will ever be greater than the eternal wisdom of the Wild Earth. Because we are ruled 
and at the mercy of the Earth, it will always be above us. Our only true authority is Wild Nature! 

May the humanists continue to condemn and demonize the beautiful Fire. May they continue to be affected by the misfortune of 
others. Let them continue unfruitfully fighting the Fire that still remains. They may turn it off (most likely) but know that the 
damage is already done. Before all this I only have one sentence that comes to my memory and that once an ancient person told 
me: "THAT THE WILD WILL BE IN CHARGE OF THE WILD." 

So be it, because the mountains have the capacity to self-regenerate, even more beautiful than before. Because the insects and 
other species of the forest will again inhabit them. What are for Earth and Wild for a few decades ?: NOTHING. 


Let burn everything that has to burn! Even the Wild! 
Let the humanists get distracted helping unknown strangers! 


I laugh at his heinous altruism and his promiscuous solidarity ... 


Nomen Nescio 





It is Time to Kiss the Earth Again 


“We can never recover an old vision, once it has been supplanted. But what we can do is to discover a new vision in harmony 
with the memories of old, far-off, far, far-off experience that lie within us.” 
—D.H. Lawrence 


“All things are full of gods. ” 
—Thales 


“One existence, one music, one organism, one life, one God: star-fire and rock-strength, the sea’s cold flow And man’s dark 
soul.” 
— Robinson Jeffers 


For the last three decades, anarcho-primitivism has been the dominant form of anti-civilization critique. During this period, the 
crisis of techno-industrial society has intensified to previously unimaginable levels. For those of us who are enemies of 
civilization, we are sure of the problem but the solution is less clear. Many anarcho-primitivists have adopted the tactics of other 
anarchists; property destruction, sabotage, tree-sits, vandalism, and other form of direct action. The underlying idea that motivates 
these actions is that they will eventually cause people to “wake up’ and recognize the oppressive nature of civilization. As such, 
anarcho-primitivism orients itself as an essentially political movement. In this essay I will argue that the critique of civilization 
must be liberated from all politics and reframed solidly within the context of religion and spirituality, that primitivism must part 
ways with anarchism. 


While certainly acknowledging its impact on the natural world, anarcho-primitivism tends to emphasize the ways in which 
civilization is harmful to humanity: alienation, poverty, depression, mass shootings. Hunter-gatherer society is held up as aideal of 
perfect human happiness and equality while all forms of social injustice are linked to civilization. Civilization, in other words, is 
essentially presented as a social problem. It is conceptualized as a particular form of social organization that has produced a 
number of undesirable circumstances. In this regard, anarcho-primitivism is no different from socialism or any of the other post 
enlightenment social philosophies that present a vision of society without suffering. Its critique of civilization is based on what is 
best for humanity. 

This is a problem because at the root of the civilized consciousness is the idea that human beings are the most important thing in 
the universe. Thus, if anarcho-primitvists continue to focus their critique of civilization on its harmful effects on humanity and 
continue to champion hunter gatherer society as an egalitarian paradise, they will ultimately be perpetuating the belief that what 
occurs among humanity is more important than anything else. 


Is it true that in the absence of civilization many humans would be healthier and happier than they are now? Probably, yes. The 
problem with this perspective is not that it values humanity but that it values humanity above all else. To remove the anarchist or 
political or social justice element from the critique of civilization is not to say that the suffering of humans is unimportant. It 
simply puts that suffering into a larger, broader context. The suffering of a human is no more or less important than the suffering 
of a fly. Needless to say, as human beings, we will naturally experience the suffering of our family and friends more intensely than 
the suffering of a fly. This ultimately does not make it any more significant, however. 

If we accept that the life of a fly or a speck of moss is as important as a human life, as I suspect most anarcho-primitivists do, we 
must also accept that we have left the realm of politics behind. In this context, the concerns of human society, the specific 
struggles of this particular group or that, are irrelevant. I love the earth more than I love humanity. At the core of this position is a 
fundamentally religious attitude that I believe primitivists should embrace. 


Animism is the belief that all natural things—not made by humans—have souls: trees, ferns, grasses, rivers, mountains, pebbles as 
well as all creatures. Everything in the world is sacred and nothing more or less so than anything else. This understanding of 
sacredness is not dependent on any particular idea of god, it is simply the acknowledgment of the divinity in all things. And this 
divinity does not need to be substantiated or proven. As the ancient daoists understood, any attempt to say “what it is” must 

be doomed to failure. The dao that can be named is not the dao.We, as creatures of civilization, have been conditioned to accept 
nothing without precise definitions and convincing logic. This desire is the desire of the scientist, the engineer, the 

technician. Likewise, the soul that can be named is not the soul. Any definition of this soul or divinity that exists within all things 
must necessarily be hopelessly limited by human consciousness and language. Though perhaps we can say, like the ancient 
Greeks, Romans, Hindus, Jews, Chinese, and others, that the concept of the soul or spirit is related to the breath. And, if we quiet 
the mind and listen carefully, we can perceive the breath of the rocks, the streams, the desert sands. 


Historically, animism has been tied to particular places, specific mountains, specific rivers. There are as many different animisms 
as there are tribes and peoples. As such, any particular animism cannot be universal. The animism of one particular tribe of central 


American peoples cannot be the same as a particular community of Scandinavians or Mongols. In this regard, however, we can 
think of the zen koan: the finger can point to the moon’s location but the finger is not the moon. The finger matters little; the moon 
1s really the thing. In other words, the particular animistic spirits of a particular community are merely the finger. We must look to 
the moon: the universal sacredness of the earth. 

Until now, anarcho-primitivism has insisted on engaging in the realm of intellectual arguments. For all that critics of civilization 
reject the social and cultural structures that dominate our lives, there is a strong tendency to tacitly accept certain civilized modes 
of thought, namely secularism and empiricism. In much anarcho-primitivist literature by seminal writers such as John Zerzan and 
Kevin Tucker, there is a clear commitment to demonstrating truth through the presentation of valid empirical evidence and 
persuasive logic. Appeals to reason are made. Arguments are constructed and deployed. Facts gathered by experts are cited ad 
nauseum. These are the master’s tools, civilized tools, and history is the graveyard of the ideologies that thought themselves 
immune to the influence of the tools and tactics they used. 


Anarcho-primitivists seek to “make their case” to those who do not reject civilization. People that embrace civilization do so not 
because they don’t have “the facts”. One could present thousands of facts ‘proving’ the relative happiness and ease of hunter 
gatherer life and not a single person would be willing to abandon their current way of life or even concede that the critique of 
civilization has merit. 

Ultimately it does not matter what hunter gatherers did or did not do. It doesn’t matter which historical societies were authoritarian 
or cultivated crops. The critique of civilization should not be based on arguments. The critique of civilization should be made 
based on the belief in the spirits of the earth. Civilization is not bad because it causes groups of humans to quibble amongst each 
other and suffer. Suffering is an inescapable part of life and need not be lamented. Civilization is bad because it is a war against 
the gods. 


In their fervor to convince others anarcho-primitivists become increasingly dogmatic. They rage against “leftists,” they argue 
about veganism, they debate the relative merits of immediate-return economies versus delayed-return economies, they become 
hopelessly bogged down in endless bickering concerning the morality of violence, they delight and despair alternately in the face 
of new abhorrent technologies. As such, the critique of civilization is utterly solipsistic. And it is not merely that anarcho- 
primitivists tend to theorize endlessly without any attempt to apply praxis. The few actions that one does see, as we have said 
above, are meaningless and only symbolic in the broadest and most vague terms. 

It is time to leave all of this behind. It does not matter what the philosophers say. It does not matter what the scientists say. We 
must accept that our beliefs are religious in nature and depend on faith. 

It is time to reassert the nature-based spirituality of our collective human past. If the natural world is not sacred, then why should it 
matter? The only alternative is to say that the natural world is important because we depend on it for our own survival as a species. 
This is to say, as we have seen above, that humanity is really the thing we care about and nothing more: that the natural world 

1s important to us only insofar as it serves our needs. Any argument for the inherent value of all natural things can only be made 
from spiritual grounds. 


It is time to give up writing pseudo-scholarly books, essays, and articles, fighting cops, organizing protests, destroying ATMS, and 
setting things on fire. These are the tactics of those who wish to improve human society for particular groups of humans. These are 
not actions that reflect the belief that natural life is sacred. 

Humanity will not change its fate through action. Not through the actions of governments and companies, not through the actions 
of mass movements, and certainly not through the actions of a handful of disgruntled anarchists. Humanity’s fate is sealed. The 
world it has known for 10,000 years will not last. It is foolish and vain to try to predict the nature of its collapse or to picture the 
world that will follow. Will it be good? Will it be bad? It does not matter. It will occur and humanity will be forced to respond to 
1t. Perhaps human society has a future in some other form. Perhaps humanity will be extinguished entirely. 


The path has always been clear to those who choose to see. We must shun civilization and the things of civilization. We must go 
into the forest and never come out. We must reunite our souls with the souls of the trees, the rocks, the streams, the dirt. We must 
meditate on our place in the cosmos. In doing so, we will not change the fate of this world but we will be, at last, true to our nature 
once again. The world of the paleolithic hunter gatherers is gone for good. We cannot return to the past. But the gods that we once 
knew are still waiting for us in the wild places of the world. If we go to them, they will embrace us. 


Short Reflections from a Winter Walk 


“There were fish in the rivers of Eire”, there were animals in her coverts. Wild and shy and monstrous creatures ranged in her 
plains and forests. Creatures that one could see through and walk through.” James Stephens | Irish Fairy Tales 





The forest is shrouded in darkness as I walk familiar trails. This embrace of a still winter’s night has changed the forest, however. 
The air is crisp and sharp, each breath filling my nose and chest with a deep cold. To my left and right are the murky borders of 
the darkwood. Above my head is the speckled light of the stars against the blackness of the forest canopy. Under this dark canopy, 
on a bitterly cold night, one dwells nearer to the gods. The forests of the Pacific Northwest are rich, full of shadows, and deeply 
magical, mysterious places. They are doubly so in the middle of the night when the entire wood is cloaked in the deep black of a 
moonless night. 

My thoughts wander to the deer, to the bear, to the coyote who reign in this place. I have heard with joy and reverence the call of 
the coyote fill the skies of warm summer nights. I have watched the deer in the open fields in the night, and watched in envy as 
they disappear gracefully into the dark embrace of the forest. I have walked the well trodden trails woven criss-cross through the 
forest by the bear, glimpsing the wood through his footsteps. Tonight these beings are in every crack of branches or rustle of 
undergrowth in the shadows. These are the gods of the darkwood and I am but a pilgrim in their domain. They commune through 
the shadows, come to presence in the dark corners of the forest, speaking through the rustles in the night. They needn’t bother 
themselves with corporeal manifestation. In each snap of some distant twig they are present in spirit. 

But of course the gods have many faces and these creatures are but a fraction of the pantheon of the evergreen forest. As Thales 
notes, “All things are full of gods,” from the quiet repose of the old cedars to the slumbering maples. And from out of the 
symphony of this multitude arises the beautiful grandeur of the whole. From the slow streams to the quaking ferns. From the quiet 
rabbit and agile deer to the raucous cackling of the coyote. From the shadows of the forest night to the glistening frosted dawn. 

A kind of million-faced ür-spirit of the earth. 

Such is the “transhuman” splendor of the world. 


— Shaughnessy 


Apophatic animism 


One objection that eco-extremist thought gets over and over again is that it lapses into mysticism / superstition as if it were some 
New Age fad, this time with bombs. To tell the truth, grappling with eco-extremist writings both as a translator and a thinker 
myself, I have to admit that I too have problems at times with this newfound “spirituality” of certain eco-extremist writings. For 
example, I am going to cite a passage from an untranslated article that is a sort of “self-criticism” for having taken seriously the 
communiques of a group called “Guamera Eco-extremist War.” After having shown that their over-the-top communiques were 
most likely the result of “trolling”, they then cast this curse: 

“We shit on their lies, we cast bloody fluids on their suspicious intentions, and we curse their bodies and minds with all of our 
deities. 

May the dark Mesoamerican lords Tlacotecolotl and Miclantecutli torment them and devour them alive! 

May the pagan curses take away their sleep and destroy these impostors! 

TEHUIHUICALLIZTLI TLAMI MICOUI!” 


The modern person of course can’t help but roll their eyes at that, and I have the same temptation. I don’t because, while the good 
anarchist or leftist may condemn “superstition” because they think that they know history, I know history even better so I think 
twice about doing it. Hegel wrote somewhere that, while ancient Greeks could bow to idols, modern man no longer can. That is 
because he has made an idol of himself, of his scientific achievement and understanding of the world. While I will go further than 
many “anti-civilization” advocates in my appreciation of modern science and technology (mainly because of what they do, not for 
what they stand for), I know full well that they too are a product of a certain form of religious thinking, of a genealogy that goes 
back past Einstein and Newton and into the Renaissance magic, Neoplatonism, Scholasticism, Aristotle, the Pre-Socratics, etc. To 
refuse the “mystification” of Nature based purely on Enlightenment rationality seems to stop well short of the historical origins of 
“rationality” in the West. I don’t see secular thinking as anything other than a minor deviation from all of those trends. 

That might be a good point on the abstract level, but in concrete terms, modern people are radically separated from “spirituality” 
as anything other than a consumer choice. Eco-extremism itself has made this point, as in Halputta Hadjo”s long essay, “The 
Calusa: A Savage Kingdom?”: 

Before discussing Calusa religion and the Spaniards’ opposition to it, I feel that it is appropriate to discuss briefly the schism in 
the modern mind between religion and knowledge. To get immediately to the point, religion for the vast majority of its existence 
has been an eminently practical thing. That is, how people believed and how they knew were one in the same. That is because 
human beings usually do not have the luxury to make leaps of faith, hoping against hope. “Blessed art they who have not seen, yet 
believe, ” would have been an unfathomable premise to any “primitive” person, and this was most likely the case with the Calusa. 
Their spirits and their environment were one, their religious practice and their way of life were one, and there was no reason to 
doubt them because they were based on the things that constituted their daily reality. The Calusa believed in a world full of gods, 
something that we cannot possibly conceive of in our very Western and very secularized mentality. Thus, challenging their beliefs 
was challenging their way of life. Out of most of the peoples of their region, it was the Calusa who held out the longest in their 
beliefs. They were never conquered, but rather disappeared gradually, along with the spiritual world which they inhabited. 


In the modern West, we don’t see that it is our spirits, or rather the Earth, that feed us. Civilization feeds us, technology clothes us, 
morality protects us, etc. Thus, it is no surprise that even the most “radical” of hyper-civilized ideologues looks back at past 
systems of approaching the world and finds them wanting. He feels no connection to them, he might respect them, but he isn’t 
going to subjugate himself to any numinous entity, or pretend that he’s its messenger, etc. 

How then does one approach the idea of “paganism / animism” (yeah, there’s a difference, but I don’t care at this point)? How 
does one recover “gods”, is it even necessary, desirable, etc.? I feel Halputta Hadjo in his essay already addressed that point at the 
end of that work, but I will provide my own approach. The following is my own (half-assed) attempt to be an animist in the 21st 
century, with all of the contradictions in thought and none of the cool rituals. It’s my attitude, and mainly my realization that I will 
probably never have what I need, because feeling that I “need” it is the problem in the first place. 


My own coming into the anti-civilization critique comes from a sense of place. Indeed, influential books for me in the past few 
years have not been about theory, but about where I plant my feet now and where I have planted them. For example, I took great 
pleasure in translating ITS’s Sixteenth Communique from the city of Torreón, Coahuila. This is the city my grandparents are from, 
and my mother was raised in a small village on its outskirts. I often went there as a child for the holidays, and my one sense was 
always that it was ugly and unappealing. A desert with not much to look at, smelling of farm animals and dilapidated adobe 
buildings, I did not look forward to my visits there. Indeed, I’ve sort of blotted out the memory of the landscape from my head. So 
this part of the communique rang true for me: 

Wild Nature has been destroyed, the ideal future is so grey and inert. We attack from this reality. We are individualists waging a 
war of revenge. We do so in the name of the mountain that was destroyed to make a super-highway, for the flora and fauna 
destroyed in the name of progress. In our being we hold the essence of the river that disappeared when they built the great dam... 
Torreon and its citizens deserve it, those who in practice collaborated with the spread of techno-industrial civilization. You look to 


the horizon and you see the black artificial hill created by the “socially responsible” Peñoles Corporation, as well as poisoned 
water, contaminated air, and flora and fauna annihilated by the ceaseless expansion of the city. For all of that... three dead seems 
very little. 


Now, I am not the greatest fan of the histrionic prose. I hold my nose and do my best to translate that stuff. But the sentiment is not 
far from what I feel. While I am the first one to admit that nature changes and changes often, what modern humans do to their 
environment is still repulsive and maddening. It’s not the change that’s the issue, it is the rate of change plus the hubris behind it, 
the shortsightedness, the failure to stop hurting our surroundings that is merely an extension of our hurting and alienating each 
other. I came to the conclusion some years ago that if you can’t love your surroundings, the water, the trees, the air you breath, etc. 
you will love nothing. And yes, for me, in that world, ITS makes sense. Call me a psychopath or whatever, I don’t care. 

Like the eco-extremists of the Laguna, I look at that place so distant now in my childhood memories, but also to the place where I 
grew up, to the rivers and swamps that dried up when the water was used to irrigate fields and support thirsty livestock. I look to 
the rivers around here that the old timers say used to be clear when they were growing up; you could see to the bottom of them, 
but now they are now grey and opaque. I look to the baby pines and cypresses, and to the few great cypresses, thick and wise, 
knotted with age and fierceness: the remaining old growth trees that weren’t cut down to make the Great City I can see across 
Ok’wata. The eco-modernist and progressivist will tell me to let Wild Nature go,, to not mourn but to look forward. I refuse this, I 
refuse it with all my being. While the other hyper-civilized see nothing but strip-malls and parks, I see a crime scene, indeed, the 
scene of the only crime worth addressing. My existence and the existence of those I love is based on a lie, a social order that has 
no right to be here. Or it does have a “right”, but it doesn't deserve my respect or loyalty. Not one ounce of it. 


I admit that I can’t be an animist like primitive peoples were animists. I know that stars are just dead balls of gas, that the moon is 
a cold rock orbiting the Earth, that illness is the result of microbes and viruses and not of a powerful shaman three villages away 
casting spells, and so on. I know these things, but why I know them is the problem. I know them because of a system for which I 
am a means and not an end. I know them because of a system that is rational when it addresses things, inanimate matter that it can 
manipulate, but has no idea how to organize and control actual human animals in many circumstances. I know them because of a 
system that endangers the Earth for the sake of dollars or dumb ideologies. My adherence to an “animism” is my preferring not to 
have known them. That is of course not possible now, I can’t give myself a lobotomy regarding modern knowledge. But I can be 
well aware of the price, and state that it still isn’t worth it. 

I have an exceptional theological / spiritual formation, though it is in my ancestral Catholicism and some other spiritual paths I 
have investigated haphazardly. I have to admit that an adherence to “animism” leaves me cold because I know too much about 
ritual and dogmas to go about concocting my own. I am never going to be able to conjure up Mesoamerican gods and curse people 
with a straight face. But neither am I going to be able to condemn people who do, quite the contrary. I may not be able to bring 
myself to believe that the trees, the rocks, the deer, the alligators, the bayous, etc. all have spirits, and all are suffering due to our 
afflicting the planet with our carelessness and greed, but I acknowledge that I would like to do so. Still, I have those moments of 
attentiveness, those moments of awe and wonder that all of us should have before Wild Nature, and that is enough for me I 
suppose. 


Apophaticism is the theological school of thought that states that we can only approach the Divine or Transcendent through 
negation. That is, we know the Divine not through what it is, but through what it isn’t. My own belief in animism is that all human 
ideologies fall flat, all are the result of turning in to one’s own head, towards one’s ideas and certainties, rather than turning out. 
Eyes are meant to see things, ears to hear them, tongues to taste them, etc. Things are primary, not those faculties of ours that 
perceive and process them. My true being is outside of myself, and the meaning of man is outside of his own history... I can’t 
conclude this reflection better than by citing Robinson Jeffers’ poem, “Credo,” in its entirety: 

My friend from Asia has powers and magic, he plucks a blue leaf from the young blue-gum 

And gazing upon it, gathering and quieting 

The God in his mind, creates an ocean more real than the ocean, the salt, the actual 

Appalling presence, the power of the waters. 

He believes that nothing is real except as we make it. I humbler have found in my blood 

Bred west of Caucasus a harder mysticism. 

Multitude stands in my mind but I think that the ocean in the bone vault is only 

The bone vault’s ocean: out there is the ocean 's; 

The water is the water, the cliff is the rock, come shocks and flashes of reality. The mind 

Passes, the eye closes, the spirit is a passage; 

The beauty of things was born before eyes and sufficient to itself; the heartbreaking beauty 

Will remain when there is no heart to break for it. 


Ohlone apocalypse 


I’ve been struggling somewhat to come up with a reflection 
concerning the Eighteenth ITS Communique considering that 
I think that it is important and worthy of comment. There are 
some things that Iam not sure about in this text, and some 
things that I think are articulated in a fascinating manner. For 
example, this is the first eco-extremist text that is expressly 
extinctionist at least in terms of the human species in its 
present state in 2016. I don’t think that this has ever been 
indicated in such stark terms before: at most some 
eco-extremist texts have spoken of indiscriminate attack as if 
the lives of the hyper-civilized didn’t matter. Here the 
difference is that the texts states that the hyper-civilized 
should go extinct, full stop. 

I have observed in the past that most civilized cultures have 
an apocalyptic viewpoint (“apocalypse” being from the Greek 
for “revelation”). Civilization has always had a death wish. 
Leaders of some of the most powerful nations on Earth today 
profess religions that believe that the world will end in a rain 
of fire, and that this is a good thing. Others are guided by 
ideologies that claim that the physical world is merely an 
illusion. The strange thing then is not that eco-extremism has 
a pessimist view of humanity; it is more that those who call 
eco-extremism out on this fact don't realize that this is nothing 
exceptional in the context of civilization as it has developed over thousands of years. Indeed, the more pressing question 
comparatively speaking is why left progressivism would see humanity as anything other than a finite endeavor: a project with an 
expiration date. 





Malcolm Margolin’s The Ohlone Way: Indian life in the San Francisco-Monterey Bay Area is one of the most influential books 
that I have read in the past few years. I grew up in this area of the world, so its description of the land before the arrival of the 
Europeans hit me like a ton of bricks. I remember this region as an interchange between agricultural and urban land, with scenic 
wild mountainous terrain in between. Before the Europeans, the land was wet and full of game, the home of animals such as the 
river otter and the grizzly bear that are not seen there anymore. One interesting passage in the book indicates that the “Ohlone” (a 
linguistic grouping of tribes in this region that is arguably arbitrary) had a sense of the finite nature of human existence taken as a 
whole. As Margolin writes: 

But deep down [the Ohlone] knew that their world was doomed, destined for complete destruction. In the beginning, at Sacred 
Time, power was pure and awesome. But since then it was forever slipping away, diminishing in quality, quantity, and intensity. 
The people of today were less powerful than their grandparents before them. A deep-rooted pessimism and fatalism ran through 
their view of the world. Things were getting worse with each generation. And some time in the future this magnificent world, like 
the worlds before it, would be sapped of power. The people would eventually stop doing their dances and ceremonies, and the 
Ohlone world — their beautiful, living world — would collapse in upon itself and dissolve into chaos. Then perhaps the spirits would 
rise up again, mysteriously reborn from a flood — spirits like Eagle, Coyote, and Hummingbird — to create once more a fresh, 
clear, awesomely powerful world, a world perhaps populated by a new race of people, but a world that would most assuredly be 
without Ohlones. 


I am willing to concede that some of Margolin’s ideas here may be an after-the-fact prophecy of a conquered people. But there is 
an interesting existential basis for the indigenous people of the central coast of California to have believed this. For one thing, 
relatively speaking, there weren’t that many of them. These indigenous people lived in a land full of animals, and man wasn’t 
even the most dangerous animal in California before the arrival of the Europeans. There was a good chance of adults being mauled 
by grizzly bears or stalked by mountain lions, just as there is always a good chance of dying in a car accident in modernity. 
Margolin writes: 

But [the Ohlone] intimate knowledge of animals did not lead to conquest, nor did their familiarity breed contempt. The Ohlones 
lived in a world where people were few and animals were many, where the bow and arrow were the height of technology, where a 
deer who was not approached in the proper manner could easily escape and a bear might conceivably attack — indeed, they lived 
in a world where the animal kingdom had not yet fallen under the domain of the human race and where (how difficult it is for us to 
fully grasp the implications of this!) people did not yet see themselves as the undisputed lords of all creation. The Ohlones, like 
hunting people everywhere, worshiped animal spirits as gods, imitated animal motions in their dances, sought animal powers in 


their dreams, and even saw themselves as belonging to clans with animals as their ancestors. The powerful, graceful animal life of 
the Bay Area not only filled their world, but filled their minds as well. 

The hyper-civilized will of course interject, “Water under the bridge!” here, but it really isn’t. My own gut sense is that 

humanity’s hatred for itself is bred out of too much familiarity. The indigenous peoples of central California (and elsewhere) could 
look at a landscape, at grasslands, mountains, rivers, etc. and see an abundance of life, a panoply of living things. Modern man 
makes it so that when he looks about, he sees only himself. Some may say this is a good thing, but mostly he is disgusted with it. 
He either shuns humanity through sun glasses, earphones, Smartphone screens, etc. or he consumes humanity as commodity, self- 
selected, created to sell according to physical attractiveness, perceived intelligence, common interest, etc. There are even entire 
schools of thought that think that there is nothing outside the human, outside of the ego, and outside of one”s thoughts about the 
world. And people feel themselves particularly clever and erudite when thinking such absurdities, though they bleed and decay 
just like everything else... 


My own investigations into the arrival of European civilization in parts of what is now “the Americas” are concluding that the 
ultimate tool of conquest wasn’t technology or even disease (taken in itself). It was a number’s game: there were just more white 
men, especially in what is now the United States. Indigenous warriors were often braver, better fighters, and with home field 
advantage, but the waves of conquerors and immigrants just kept coming and swarmed the land, transforming it, killing the 
animals, and stripping it of its former characteristics in many places. It’s not that indigenous people necessarily had a more 
“holistic” perspective of the land, or they were more “virtuous,” there just weren’t that many of them. The quantitative difference 
made for qualitative differences in perspective. In places that were teeming and vibrant and thick with life, it is difficult to 
conceive of human superiority as a plausible concept. It takes the destruction of the land, of the wildlife, polluting the rivers and 
poisoning the air, to come to the place where one looks around and sees only Man. And by then he ends up hating himself, having 
to stare at himself, and having the perceived absolute power to kill himself off along with the rest of the planet. 

The indigenous peoples of California did of course die off, their world was silenced along with so many others.What replaced 
them are the now world-famous Silicon Valley along with what has been deemed to be the “Salad Bowl of the United States,” 
producing much of the lettuce and other produce consumed on U.S. tables. 


The progressivist does not want to admit it, but the trade off between Man and Nature at this point is an “either / or”, not a “both / 
and” proposition. You can either have humans, the vast majority of whom depend on or support civilization and all that it 
represents, or you can have things like clean water and fresh air that make human life worth living. You can’t have both, not at this 
stage of the game. That is why I weep not for the hyper-civilized, I don’t complain of the indiscriminate acts against them, and I 
keep writing about these acts. Once you become an enemy of civilization, whether you are really an enemy of humanity itself 
depends on how honestly you draw out your premises. 

As I stated at the beginning of this reflection, most civilized people admit this deep down. They believe Jesus or Allah or Y ahweh 
will come and destroy the world by fire and establish an Eternal City that can neither crumble nor decay. It is those less honest 
atheists and leftists who mistake humanity for being a transparent and permanent project. The former believe that one must follow 
morality so that this Eternal City can come about, the latter believe that one must follow morality to keep Humanity-as-is afloat in 
its mission to become an eternal institution. The former is based on a lie, but it is very realistic in terms of the means to attain their 
desired outcome. The latter is without question wholly deluded. 

The lack of concern for the hyper-civilized, for the domesticated who barely love themselves, is a foundation of eco-extremist 
thought, and it is an aspect of that thought that I wholly defend. 

I can’t stop quoting Robinson Jeffers poems in full, but this is the most appropriate text on which to end this reflection. It describes 
a scene from the land of the Esselen, just south of “Ohlone” territory: 


Hands 

Inside a cave in a narrow canyon near Tassajara 

The vault of rock is painted with hands, 

A multitude of hands in the twilight, a cloud of men’s palms, no 
more, 

No other picture. There's no one to say 

Whether the brown shy quiet people who are dead intended 
Religion or magic, or made their tracings 

In the idleness of art; but over the division of years these careful 
Signs-manual are now like a sealed message 

Saying: “Look: we also were human; we had hands, not paws. 
All hail 

You people with the cleverer hands, our supplanters 

In the beautiful country; enjoy her a season, her beauty, and 
come down 

And be supplanted; for you also are human.’ 


Angels of light 


People would be deceived to think that I am some angsty teenager looking for attention. That’s sort of the opposite of what this is 
about. If I “hate” society, in my case at least, it’s not personal. I am entering my fourth decade, and you already know I have kids. 
My life is “happy”, comfortable even. I suppose what this is really about isn’t anger, or revenge, or being a “psychopath” (which 
people seem to accuse me of often). It’s consistency. Those who know about this project, those who see it as some sort of threat or 
have the insatiable urge to comment on it, are generally of the leftist persuasion (even if they deny it). In their universe, there are 
good guys and bad guys, and they’re always the “good guys”. “Those who are destroying the Earth have names and addresses.” Of 
course, it’s never THEIR names and addresses. As in the scholarship of Rene Girard, what they seek is a scapegoat. The world is 
awful and doesn’t meet their expectations for not being dominated or whatever and those at fault are easy to figure out: cops, 
CEO’s, cops, Nazis, cops, rich people, cops, conservative voters, fascists, cops, the State, cops.... did we mention cops? Oh yeah, 
cops... 

As I have stated in the past, all of these people tend to “self-select” their milieu and even the geographic area where they live. 
They tend to reside in urban areas next to like-minded (left-leaning people). They may have even fled “awful places” where there 
aren’t even any anarchists or squats or vegan ethnic restaurants... Oh the barbarity! They’re fleeing something, they think that 
putting distance between themselves and the enemy will solve everything. The problem is, the people who they despise can also be 
“nice people”. Maybe their universe can’t withstand the incredibly nice older woman who has a “God bless all cops!” bumper 
sticker on her car but is treating a sick child free of charge because that’s what her faith in her god tells her to do. Or maybe they 
don’t talk to military officers and their families on a regular basis. I do. That’s my reality in comfy, suburban America. The fact 
that I spend my time doing this is, well, hypocrisy. And? 

See, here’s the difference between me and the edgy anarchist who thinks that being unemployable is somehow a severe strike 
against civilization or whatever: morality doesn’t save anyone. It determines who will die or get thrown in jail, but that doesn’t 
mean that it won't turn on you even if you dot every “i” and cross every “t”. To us domesticated folk, we’re like helpless chickens 
on a factory farm. We can’t really escape, and even if we could, we’re still chickens. No use pretending otherwise. People who 
practically FROM BIRTH could hunt and gather their own food who were ten times stronger than any of us succumbed to 
civilization: I could probably name a dozen or so off the top of my head. This isn’t an intellectual problem or lack of will. We’re 
in a war of attrition, and civilization wins against any opponent save for entropy. And the game goes on until one of them wins. 
Having “good thoughts”, “good behavior,” hating the right people and loving those who think like you won’t save you, and it 
won’t save your precious movement or ideas. 

Indeed, what binds civilization together ultimately is love and community. It might be a “distorted” love, but it’s love for the 
hyper-civilized. If you want to figure out why the world is so messed up, it’s not because people are mean to each other. It’s 
because they’re nice. It’s because the Navy Seal has the loving wife and children at home that he goes half way around the world 
to kill someone, who also, it turns out, has a wife and loving children. It’s because that woman is respectful and prays for the 
police that she has a smile on her face and the kindness to take care of that child. You can’t separate the two. Leftists / 
progressives think they can: just swap out one authority for another, one organized system of violence for another, but content 
doesn’t change. They’ve never successfully done it, but it’s “still possible”. The problem with liking some parts of this society but 
hating other parts is that it’s all one body, it all moves as one. It’s like saying that one loves the fingers but hates the hand: it’s a 
non sequitur. 

Most people realize that. That is why they put bumper stickers on their cars supporting police. That is why they say the Pledge of 
Allegiance, call the cops on criminals, and aspire that their children be “productive citizens.” Ultimately, that’s why leftists exhort 
people play along with bourgeois “lesser evils,” why anarchists limit themselves to purely symbolic or reformist actions, and why 
even those who claim to be against civilization uphold its moral modus operandi. And that’s why people hate eco-extremists. 
They’re the only ones who admit that maybe our neat categories of guilt and innocence, meanness and niceness, are mere fictions 
when you get to the bottom of it. 

Of course, here the “sane” reader will hit the roof and just state: “What, you think we should just blow everyone up then!? If that’s 
the logical conclusion of what you are arguing, it is absurd on its face and ipso facto false.” Maybe. But every other moral 
argument falls flat on its face as well. That cop you want to string up has a wife and kids. Your grandmother doesn’t want him 
strung up. Is she wrong? Why? That CEO who pollutes the river or whatever also has kids. He may volunteer to coach Little 
League on the weekends. The kids he coaches and probably many of his workers don’t want you to put a bullet in his head. Are 
they wrong? Why? Is getting rid of these people really going to lead to your utopia? Is their blood worth it? According to whom? 
I will leave these people to their casuistry and continue to look to people who are at least consistent, who don’t feel that they need 
to stand around like canon lawyers and father confessors justifying their lust for violence and revenge. True, I won’t take part in 
these acts myself: perhaps I am too hyper-civilized to go that route. I will continue to make small talk with the military wife and 
treat cop-loving senior citizens with respect. That’s what a double life is all about, and it doesn’t bother me in the least. Their 
niceness is what is destroying all that I love and cherish. But I will continue to try to engage the world as innocent as a dove but as 
wise as a serpent knowing full well that: 

“And no marvel; for the Adversary himself masquerades as an angel of light.” — U Corinthians 11:14 


Ephemera 





So I am doing a little update concerning this project, tied into a bunch of personal reflections, whatever. In no particular order: 

My post, “Nihilist Parenting Tips” was mentioned elsewhere on the Internet. While the post is not portrayed in a negative light, the 
author did say this: 

I might be guilty of wishing them to — in my own aforementioned desires to have children — as Cabrera puts it “sacrifice 
themselves for an ideal they have no stake in”. But as I see myself and other living beings (and as I argue in Feral 

Consciousness), my selfhood is perpetually an extension of Being, which is part of a ecological community that spans bioregion of 
this planet. So in an entirely non-idealised and egoist sense, I have an immediate stake in this stuff and they would also. So that 
part of Cabrera 's argument is one I do not share. 


This might open a whole can of worms, so IIl just say, I feel I have an “immediate stake.” I am just under no illusions that I can 
do anything about it. I feel that the one thing people simply DO NOT GET about Atassa or eco-extremism or whatever is that this 
ISN’T ABOUT HUMANS! Indeed, I just got done translating the 22nd Communique and it’s pretty blatant about that. I don’t see 
humanity as anything else other than a pawn to be sacrificed in the great scheme of things. True, I am not the one playing, but 
when the rook takes pawn, or queen takes pawn, it’s not big deal in the end. 

“But won’t somebody think of the children!” I think about my children, of course. I spend more time with my kids than the 
average Western father does. I don’t parent radically different from the average Western parent. I am not training my kids 

for collapse, or to be especially militant. I love my children. I like to be with my children. Long ago, someone said to me that a 
father who is there is the best father of all, even if he doesn’t know what he’s doing. I don’t know what I’m doing, but I have made 
a special effort to be there at least. 


The cited passage then is not about “giving up” on my kids or not caring about the destruction of the Earth, or anything of that 
sort. It’s more about realizing that the game is rigged and the more one “fights” in the conventional sense, the more stuck in the 
mire of complexity one becomes (think of the Chinese finger puzzle). I oppose the concept of “humanity”. Heck, I oppose the 
concept of the “biosphere”. Coyotes, alligators, finches, etc. don’t think globally, they don’t think about saving a “world” they 
know nothing about, so why should I get worked up over it? The fact that we conceive of it as a system is part of the problem. The 
fact that we distinguish the “whole” from the “part” is what sinks us. That is why I like the eco-extremist term “Wild Nature” 
(Naturaleza Salvaje) and how the eco-extremists talk of “el desconocido”: literally, “the Unknown” but I tend to translate it as 
“Ineffable” (“traduttore, traditore” so sue me!) It’s an admission that I don’t know shit about what I am thinking or talking about 
(and that I shouldn’t). I know it gets me angry, I know I would rather techno-industrial civilization not be there. I know I should 
believe in something higher than myself that I cannot access, but I don’t, and I can’t. And I certainly won’t imbue belief in such a 
false civilized idol into my kids. That’s what the phrase “sacrifice themselves for an ideal they have no stake in” meant. Sorry, I 
hate doing a midrash of my own occasional writings, but there it is. 


As for having kids, my heart goes out to that author if he really wanted them. Mine were sort of accidental, but o felix culpa. 
Having kids made me more nihilistic, to be honest. I was still a devout (sort of) Catholic when I had my first child, and my last 
prayer to God when I was holding her during Mass was something like, “How can I guide this little one if I am so lost myself?” 
After that, “God” went silent. So I am used to being lost but loved now. I know that the love that we sacks of flesh and bones have 
for each other is fleeting, fragile, and mutable. That has made me appreciate it all the more. It has not made me try to codify it into 
morality, or societal obligation, or try to demand a meaning from the universe. It just is what it is. I look at the change and decay 
ever present in the cosmos and see in it the condition of all the beauty and love that I cherish in it: the opposite of what most others 
do, I suppose. They refuse to go gentle into that good night. I realized long ago that I am already in it. 


I found it curious as well to find an anonymous note over at La Manta Mojada blog by a person getting angry while walking 
through a forest and citing ITS communiques. Yes, I too know this feeling. I don’t know how even some of the most anti-civ 
people advocate “forest bathing” as some sort of healing exercise, as if it feeds our “hunger” for wildness. Poppycock, I say. And 
there is forest in the Southeast that is pretty darn secluded: still you hear in the distance the gunshots of hunters and the muffled 
conversations of campers. These forests and swamps are products of civilization: parts of the wilderness that civilization has 
spared. It’s like saying a house servant is free but the field hand isn’t: they’re both slaves, I don’t know how you can lie to yourself 
otherwise. If your entire anti-civ praxis is dependent on the United States Department of the Interior, I don’t think it is very “anti- 
civ” at all. And you aren’t escaping anything. 


The last time I was in such a forest I was struck with great melancholy. The children had been whisked away by relatives, so I was 
by myself, which is seldom the case these days. I entered the forest and I prayed. Now mind you, if you read my controversial 
Apophatic Animism post, you would know that I am not very rigorous or even firm in my beliefs. Who or what I was praying to, I 
don’t know. I don’t try to usurp any traditions that aren’t mine: I am just not comfortable with that (not judging anyone else, 
though). But I prayed, for my children, for myself, for strength. It was the first time in a long time, but I felt that agony of the 
Earth most of all, or perhaps that agony within. I suppose my own definition of maturity, spiritual or otherwise, is that if I am 
comfortable, more than likely I am being deceived. It is discomfort, the active life that leads one back to the Earth from the clouds, 
the tales without the happy endings, the tragedies without pleasant resolutions, that provide me now with the most “peace”. If 
someone tells you something that consoles you or makes you comfortable, they are lying to you (even if they care for you). That 
one line from Pascal haunts me, I suppose: Jésus sera en agonie jusqu’à la fin du monde. Il ne faut pas dormir pendant ce temps- 
la. 


The projects keep coming, but “normal life” gets in the way. Stay tuned... 





The Seris were a group of natives of what is now the state of Sonora in Mexico.They were hunter-gatherers as well as fisherman. 
Being nomads par excellence, they inhabited the region that extends from the Encino Desert to the San Ignacio River, in 
municipalities such as Guayamas and passing through Tiburón and San Estaban Islands, among others—that is, the islands close to 
what is now Sonoran territory, which they reached using primitive seacraft. 

The Seris were divided into bands that were further divided into clans. The majority of Seris were warriors, as clans occasionally 
declared war on each other. These wars were generally filled with a generous amount of animism. For example, the story of 
Hepétla (The Invincible) was that he was a shaman from Band III who sent an incursion of warriors toward neighboring groups, 
killing many people. 


As with any native group, this people had an intimate relationship with their environment. Their belief systems based themselves 
on the sea currents, the cycles of rain, sun, and moon. They worshipped the shark and the tortoise and other animals of the desert. 
Seri cosmology was simple, since they lived in a hostile environment and their nomadic life meant that they could construct no 
temples nor devise complex deities. 

It was said that band and group shamans could carry and break large stones with only their minds. 

Each band was distinct; only a few gave fierce resistance to the arrival of the Europeans. These savages never allowed themselves 
to be conquered by either the sword or the cross. They were hostile toward all foreigners, and they fought to the death to preserve 
their ancestral knowledge and beliefs. Indeed, even today, the Seris or Comcaac (as they call themselves) are one of the few 
indigenous groups who do not practice syncretism between Catholicism and traditional animist beliefs and practices. In Seri 
territory, there are neither Catholic churches nor priests, though there are some Protestant churches. 








On the arrival of the Spaniards, around 1855, the Europeans undertook the conquest of these territories and the conversion of the 
hostile Seris to the Catholic faith. They soon realized that the Seris were exceptionally uncooperative and the land was also 
tremendously hostile. The Seris were very warlike, and they did 

not wish to be enslaved or rented out as manual labor. At the first opportunity, they would always escape, they did not know how 
to plant, and did not have accumulated riches like previously conquered Mesoamerican peoples. Faced with all of this resistance, 
the Spaniards, along with the Mexican ranchers, sought to exterminate them outright. This is when the Encinas War started, a 
conflict that would last twelve years. 

It should be noted that not all Seri bands reacted in the same manner to the invasion. Among the more hostile groups was Band VI, 
which was also the most primitive. They lived in caves and didn’t even use the bow and arrow. Their only hunting implement was 
the harpoon, and they fed on shellfish, iguanas, and the maguey plant. 

They lived on San Esteban Island, distrusted everyone, and were impetuous. 

This band was not at all interested in the new world nor in the whites, as they were for all intents and purposes isolated on their 
small island. However, they were among the first to be attacked by the invaders. It is told that a European ship landed on San 
Esteban Island, and that the crew tricked the Seris with gifts to come on board; they proceeded to imprison most of them, killing 
the men and taking the women and children as captives to the mainland. 

At the same time, Band II was known for pillaging and stealing cattle from the whites, and for this reason they were decimated by 
the Spanish. The remnants of the band retreated into the inaccessible swamps of Kino Bay; but they were later found and 
slaughtered save for a few young warriors who escaped to Tiburón Island, where they warned others of the Spanish threat. It was 
in this way that Bands I, III, and IV united against the invaders and the indigenous people aligned with the whites. Tiburón Island 
thus became a battleground. Many Spaniards died in battles with the hostile warriors. The craggy mountains had many hiding 
places for the indigenous combatants who used their ancestral knowledge to inflict serious blows on the Europeans. 

For example, the Spanish did not know how to find fresh water on the island. On various occasions the whites had to retreat, 
dehydrated and exhausted after their expeditions. They did not find the natives in the mountains; it was as 1f the people had 
vanished. 

For these reason, they had to use foreign diseases such as small-pox and 
measles to gradually reduce native numbers, leading to the near extinction of 
indigenous populations. 

In the middle of the Encinas War, the shamans said that the spirits of the 
animals accompanied the Seris in war, and the spirits helped them to succeed 
in their attacks. Those warriors with great spiritual power would tell stories 
to their clans of having been transformed into animals during battle. Thus, 
they could escape without the invaders noticing them. One example of this 
was a warrior known as Coyote Iguana who told of how he once was 
captured and bound hand and foot to be thrown into the sea and drowned. 
Instead, he changed into an iguana and was able to escape his executioners. 
On another occasion, he was chased and surrounded by the Spaniards, but 
then turned into a coyote and was able to escape undetected by his pursuers. 
This animist tradition was nothing unusual among the culture of the Seris. 
The ability to change oneself into an animal in certain circumstances, passing 
from the spiritual to the physical world, has been known in many world 
cultures, from the Aborigines of Australia to the Yanomamis of the Amazon. 
Today, this capacity to change either spiritually or physically is known as 
Nahualism. It is not unusual either that the eco-extremists in their 
communiqués relate how they became animals before and during their attacks, since it is an ancestral pagan tradition as well. 

By this short text, I encourage individualists to return to the pagan practices that terrified and confounded the Westerners of past 
eras. In this war against human progress, the physical realm is important but the spiritual is primordial. Let us learn then from the 
Seris. 

Let us learn the warlike and extremist defense of the wild. Let us become animals, and may the spirit of our ancestors guide us on 
the path that has been prepared for us. 





In the name of the Ineffable! 
With Wild Nature at our side! 
Before the battle may we cry HOKA HEY! 


Hast Hax 





ANTI-HUMANIST EDITIONS 
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